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mighty oath. But malice, the dark, blind malice of a slave,
hissed like a snake on which a ray of sunshine has fallen,
and found expression in malignant words.
"The heretics!" croaked one man who shook his fist
out of a window.
"Rising against His Majesty the Emperor, against His
Majesty the Tsar! A revolt!" came the whining voice
of another.
She caught glimpses of perturbed faces as the men and
women teemed past. The throng kept pouring on and on
like lava, drawn ever forward by the song, which seemed
to sweep everything before it, clearing the road by the
sheer force of its impact. As she looked at the red banner
far up ahead, she saw the face of her spn in her mind's
eye—his bronze brow, and his eyes shining with the light
of faith.
Now she found herself at the end of the procession,
among people who walked unhurriedly, glancing about
with the cold indifference of observers who already know
how the play will end. They spoke in matter-of-fact
voices and with utter conviction.
"There's one company stationed at the school and an-
other at the factory."
"The governor's come."
"Really?"
"Saw him with my own eyes. Just arrived."
"At last they're scared of us—just think, soldiers and
the governor!" The speaker swore with gratification.
"Ah, you good souls," thought the mother.
But the words she heard sounded cold and dead. She
quickened her steps so as to get away from these people;
it was easy to pass them, they walked so slowly and
lazily.
Suddenly the head qf the procession seemed to smash
into something and the body reared back with a fright-
ened roar. The song also shuddered, only to be taken up
again, louder and in quicker rhythm than before. But
again it subsided. One by one the people stopped singing.

